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was sitting, I could see the moon rising above the
casuarinas, a vista of silver wavelets being dis-
cernible between the stems of the trees.
"Well, how's the world?" shouted Pietr Cor-
nelius with enormous gusto.
"As horrible as ever," answered the captain.
"They're doing Aida at the Opera in Saigon. The
new soprano is cutting her second teeth. Her
bosom, they say, has concealed scaffolding."
Pietr Cornelius roared with laughter. His
robust, musical tones echoed through the night.
It was not until then that I noticed with a sudden
shock that the man had no hands.
The Chinese *boyj placed before us a table with
the captain's iced drinks and a liberal assortment of
the smorrebrod which was one of the coaster's
delicacies. Peitr Cornelius was duly fed by the^
servant. I observed that he had an appetite in
proportion to his bulk.
"You like my island, eh ?" he inquired of me
abruptly, while the eboy' held a mouthful ready.
"It is beautiful," I answered.
"My friend Pietr has been here for fifteen years.
He is almost the tesa or governor of the island!
The fisher-folk, though they pay Siamese poll-tax,
like to be regarded as his subjects," explained the
captain.
"Ach, they are the best folks in the world,"
joined in Pietr Cornelius. "They are children but
so nicely-behaved. I lof them and they lof me.
We are happy. What more you want ? "